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SIX-GUN STRUGGLE 






■ OE REILLY shifted his seat on his small 
prairie schooner and slapped the reins. 
The two harnessed cayuses quickened their 
pace and the schooner, loaded with the novelty 
merchandise from which Joe made a living 
rattled faster along the road to Redrock, New 
Mexico. To Joe. Redrock meant seeing again, 
after a lapse of almost thirty years, his old 
Civil War comrade, Pete Cajul. 

Pete had settled there, after being honorably 
discharged from the Union Army of the West. 
Pete was sick of war. and Redrock promised 
to be the most peaceful settlement west of the 
Platte. Joe Reilly sighed. For thirty years 
Pete had lived in peace, refusing to touch a 
weapon, making a living running a junk metal 
business on a small patch of desert land just 
outside Redrock. That much he knew from 
Pete's infrequent letters. 

Peace. Again Joe sighed. Yes. Pete had been 
lucky. He raised his eyes as the prairie schoon- 
er rode to the top of the last rise before Red- 
rock. They went wide in astonishment. 

Bang! Bang! Whhisssshhhhhh ! 

Two bullets whistled past his ears. Abruptly 
Joe threw himself flat in the schooner's driv- 
ing seat. The horses bucked, then stampeded 
out of control. At a rapid pace the wagon, 
swaying from side to side, plunged down the 
last slope toward Redrock. Peeping cautiously 
over the footboard and through the harness 
whiffletree, Joe could see the town. It loomed 
up before him, a single main street lined with 
saloons, one gaudy hotel, and several dozen 
false fronts. 

Bang! Thud! 

A bullet lodged in the soft pine of the foot- 
board. its ugly flattened nose just sticking out 
on the nearer side. Joe unlimbered his single 
shooting iron and lifted his head. But a single 
glance at what was going on in the town con- 
vinced him to put the gun back. The bullets 
that had missed him were wild. A fracas was 
going on in front of the lone hotel. His left 
eyelid drooped as he made out the prone figure 
of a man lying in the street. Then, suddenly, 
the gunfire slackened. Two minutes later the 
wagon dashed up the main street. 

The horses, thirsty, paused in their mad- 
dened forward stride as their eyes caught the 
bright sheen of water in a public trough. In- 
stantly Joe leaped overboard and hobbled the 
horses. While they drank he glanced around. 
The street was fairly empty. A dozen feet 
away lay a corpse. A dozen feet away from 
the corpse stood a heavily built, tough-jawed 




get a -- 

nodded to Joe as the tough-jawed man climbed 
on a cayuse and rode out of town. 

"A mite careless with his shootin' irons," 
Joe Reilly observed, as he handed over the 
suitcase he kept packed for staying over-night 
in towns. He cast a quick eye at the attendant 
who ran around and jumped on the driving 
seat to take his merchandise wagon back of 
the hotel into the wagon corral for overnight 
storage. "Better unhobble those nags first, 
son." Then he turned his eye again on the 
hotel manager. “ 'Smatter with your lawman? 
He on a vacation?” 

The hotel manager shuddered. 

"Redrock's had no tin-star for three months 
— not since the gold strike. Ruff Hilton . . .” 
The hotel manager inclined his head toward 
the distant figure of the murderer. “. . . Ruff's 
been terrorizing the town ever since. He's 
makin' everybody sign over their interests and 
land deeds for a song. He killed the last two 
sheriffs." 

"What about the Territorial Governor?” Joe 
asked. He was wondering where Pete Cajul 



5 the s 



A look of si 



crossed the hotel manager's 



"The Governor can't do anything. The Ter- 
ritory used to be peaceful, but there's been 
plenty of trouble in the last five years.” He 
paused. "Trouble is. the region's got a mite 
lawless. Ruff Hilton's outfit is too big for the 
townspeople to tackle — and nobody'll volun- 

"Who's that?” Joe^ Reilly asked, pointing 
to the corpse. A couple of men came out of the 
opposite saloon and reverently bore the dead 
body away. 

"Mike Foster," the other said. "He was 
second-last hold-out. Ruff wanted him to sign 
over his land outside town. Most of us have 
already agreed to sign over our interests. We 
don't want to wind up in Boot Hill. But Mike 
decided to brazen it out. And there he lies.” 

“And the last hold-out?" Joe Reilly asked. 
"Who's he?” 

A strange look came over the hotel mana- 
ger's face. It was a look of puzzlement. 

"Pete Cajul?” he said, and Joe Reilly 
started. 

"Pete Cajul?” he repeated. "Why, he’s a 
(Continued on inside back cover) 







HOPALONC CASSIDY 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




THAT MOMENT.. 



■ I’D BETTER GO TELL : 
THE SHERIFF HOPALON®, 
£_£ASSIDX PROUlOijS* 



■ WHAT IN TARNATION' LOOK A T 
.THAT MASKED HOMBRE DOWN 
h THAR .'AND HE’S MESSING yf, 
s AROUND WITH A DYNAMITE M 
‘-Tv r s DETONATOR 



Wife 



RACING'S IN YOUR BLOOD, TOPPER, < 
BUT THIS IS THE TIME TO SET A SPEED 

RECORD.' THE LIVES OF ALL THE ^ 

PEOPLE ON THAT TRAIN ABE J-~m 
— 1 AT STAKE i i 



HYAR COMES THE TRAIN ! *S 
I’LL SEND IT CRASHING TO THE , 
BOTTOM OF THE CHASM AND > 
THEN IT’LL BE EASY TO GO ^ 
THROUGH THE WRECKED CARS j 
GRABBING THE GOLD. 1 THAR yT 
WON’T BE ANYONE LEFT , — 
ALIVE TO STOP ME .' j-A \\ 



F I’LL WAIT TILL * 
IT’S RIGHT IN THE * 
. MIDDLE OF THE “ 
CROSSING TO MAKE 
. SURE THE WHOLE 
TRAIN WILL BE BLOWN 
kTOSMITHEHEENSI 



HOPALONG CASSIDy 




THAT MOMENT. 



, I MUST 
PREVENT H 
r X MUST.' 



(GiUP!: THERE HE IS— HE’S 
GOING TO PRESS THE PIUNSER j 
DOWN ON THE DYNAMITE JM 
DETONATOR AND^^r^^lJ 1 . 
SET IT OFF tlj 



5 UTte HOPALONG CHASES 



J HOPALONG . 
CASSIDY. 1 I'D ‘ 
BETTER MAKE 
' A RUN FER IT.' 




HOP ALONG CASSIDY 




f WHAT A BRISK.' CA SSlOY X ~' 
ROLLING ALL THE WAY DOWN 
TO THE BOTTOM OF THE CHASM J 
g> THIS IS MY CHANCE TO ^ , 
ifeg. GET AWAY.' 



£&osm his balance on the tricky 
FOOTING UNDERNEATH, HOPALONG FALLS 
HEAVILY ON NS HEAD, STUNNING HIMSELF j 



f STREAM QUICKLY 
REVIVES MM ! 



► WHAT HAPP— OH " 
THAT DESPERADO/ I’VE 
JSOT TO CATCH HIM! 



UNCONSCIOUS NOPALONG ROLLS INTO 
1 CREEK, HIS NEAP SUBMERGED IN THE NATL 
HE’LL SURELY DROWN.' 



NOPALONG REACHES 



' THERE HE IS/ 
I CAN JUST BARELY * 
MOKE HIM OU Tljr-f' 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




'RELAX, VINCE .' IF HOPALONG' 



I JUST TRIED TO BLOW UP j 
GOLD TRAIN. BUT THAT , 
DANG BLASTED HOPALONG 
CASSIDY STOPPED ME.' HE, 
MAY BE ON MY TRAILS 
- — r RIGHT NOW !JSZ\ 



ye got to, 



SHpWS UP, 



LISTEN, I , 
, DON’T AIM 
TO GET MIXE 



i <all\ 

rH/ RIGHT.' \ 
S x DON'T I 
r like / 
LAWD06S \ 

ANYWAY .M 



TRACK OF HIM —WAIT.' j 
THERE’S A SHACK.' MAYBE HE . 
TOOK REFUGE IN THERE.' J 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




THERE HE IS.' I’D RECOGNIZE THAT 
LOUD RED SHIRT HE'S GOT ON ANYWHERE ! 



WHY. I KNOW HIM .'HE’S FRANK i 
THAT OTHER FELLOW’S HIS r" 
STEP8ROTHER, VINCE.' i 



NOT SOCIAL , VINCE, BUSINfSS! COME ALONG. FRAF 
TRYING TO WRECK A GOLD TRAIN IS A SERIOUS wo 

~~ 1 ^ . OFFENSE.' J 

aHa , * *- M WHAT ARE YUH 
-jWHK, TALKING ABOUT: 



i STOP PLAYING INNOCENT.'I KNOW 
\ YOU’RE THE ONE WHO TRIED TO ^ 
\ DYNAMITE THE RAILROAD 'fiflr 
\ CROSSING AT DEAD MAN'S JF i 
\ CHASM A HALF-HOUR «gSlr I 
I W . — - AGO .' tV N-fc 



THAR’S NO USE YORE 



THAT SHOWS HOW WRONG YUH 
ARE.' IT COULDN’T HAVE BEEN ME.’ 
I’VE BEEN HYAR PER THE LAST E= 

TWO HOURS/ AIN’TV ' — 

THAT SO, VINCE? /THAT’S RIGHT.' 
,ry — FRANK'S BEEN 



> HOW COME YOuT 
CAME OUT HERE < 

. SO EARLY IN THE \ 
MORNING INSTEAD 
OF TAKING CARE OF, 
.YOUR BOARDING- 
BjaiHOUSE ? Vf- 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




DON’T MENTION IT . 1 MAYBE 
yuH’U. HAVE TO HELP ME OUT 
SOME TIME.'I’VEGOT A HABIT 
' OF GETTING IN SCRAPES ^4 
^ MYSELF, TUN KNOW. 1 Jg 



BUT I’M GOING TO KEEP MY EYE 



W/NCE FARR WASN’T LYING.' HE DID HAVE A HABIT OF 
^SETTING I" 



I SAW yuH PALM THAT ACE, yUH NO-GOOD, 
SNEAKING POLECAT/NO WONDER YUH’VE < 
StJEEN CLEANING US OUT.'WELL, NOBODY 
GETS AWAY WITH CROOKED ^ 
6AMBLING AROUND 

l 

YUH WOtllON’TXj^g^ 
^WyrT Bfr ON THAT, WOOIdJSSJU 



' SCRAPES J FOR SEVERAL WEEK$ LATER. 



gppil 


v^Ck^ d |KULL^W 








./FARR KILLED') 
Si h'M /j-r ^ 


m 

§K\, 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




PON'T^Ny of yuhary tocome after 
ME, OR SO HELP ME.J'lL RIDDLE yUH , 
FULL OF LEAP/. , i ’- m 



THIS TOWN’S NOTSAFE 
FER ME. 1 1 GOTTA MAKE 
TRACKS IN A HURRY.' ^ 



THAT CHEATING 



MAVERICK’S NOT GOING 
•TO GET AWAY WITH << 
MURDER/ COME ON, ). 
"TlET'S GET HIM / J 



\ ND IN A AfW MOMENTS. 



TELL HOPALONG 
[> CASSIDY.' 



MHAR HE IS/ 
. AFTER HIM, 



THANKS, 
CARLSBY/ 
LET’S GO, 
'TOPPER.^, 







HOPALONG CASSIDY 




WOPPER’S MERCUPY-IROEIJ POOPS 
SPEED LIRE THE WIND, UNO SOON ... 



'VE GOT WO TIME TO 



WE'VE SOT TO CATCH THE MEN ™ 
BEFORE THEY CATCH FARR.'THEY’RE 
PROBABLY WHO WITH FURY ANP -J 
► 2 PONT WANT ANY LYNCHING 
^IN TWIN RIVER.' 



.SECOND 1 
) THAT Kli 



‘GOOD WORK, 



REACHED ' 



HE WON’T SET AWAY IF I CAN HELP' 
IT! I’M TAKING OVER FROM HERE ON/ 
IF YOU MEN WANT TO COME ALONG < 
AS A POSSE, ALL RIGHT.' BUT THERE'S 
ONE THING YOU’D BETTER SE^^^ 



DN’T WANT ANY HOTHEADS TO THINK THEY CAN TAKE 
LAW INTO THEIR OWN HANDS! WHEN W6 CATCH FARR 
I TAKING HIM BACK TO JAIL .'THERE’S NOT GOING V 
■TCT OBE ANY LYNCHING, UNDERSTAND 



WHAT’S THAT, 
7 SHERIFF ?jjj 



THAT’S INTERESTING/THAT’SI 
STEPBROTHER, FRANK’S, ' 
BOARDINGHOUSE / I’VE HAD j 
SOME DEALINGS WlfH 
VHIM, TOO. LATELY'^H 



WE DON’T AIM TO HAVE ANY J THEN LET’S GET GOING.' ; 
NECKTIE PARTY, HOPALONG.'T ARE YOU MEN SURE THAT 
WE JUST WANT TO SEE.THAT I YOU'RE STILL ON HIS TRAIL - 
NO-GOOD MURDERER GET J THAT HE DIDN'T GIVE YOU , 
WHAT HE DESERVES /^daSfesFa THE SLIP? eS« 



YUP.'THE L AST WE SAW X 
■ OF HIM HE WAS ABOUT A 
QUARTER MILE AHEAD OF LIS 
AND RIDING IN THE DIRECTION, 
fc OF THAT HOUSE / — 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




BE TRYING TO HIDE ) SHUCKS. HE'D KNOW HE COULD 
a OUT THERE.' NEVER GET AWRY IF HE WENT j 

iter- 'cdPV IN THAR.' I THINK HE JHRM 

^gjj*ltg^^^KEPT ON GOlNQ/^gm 



PJ IT'S WORTH 
CHECKING.' WEI 
.TO 60 IN THIS 
7 DIRECTION 
^ ANYWAY.'. 



NOW I’M POSITIVE VINCE^ 
IS INSIDE, MEN.' LOOK HOW, 



COME ON OUT, VINCE/ 
WE KNOW YOU’RE 



WHAT DO YUH, 
-T WANT ? <■ 



KNOW, pnHNK - 

YOUR BROTHER, 



HOPALONG CASSIDy 




nS THAT SO 
HOW COME HE’S 
' BREATHING SO 



WHAT'S HIS ' 
HORSE DOING 
-r HERE ? , 



r ER-r TOOK A IONS RIDE A SHORT SPELL RSO/ 
THAT’S MOT AGAINST THE l AW, IS IT? NOW I’ll 
TO STOP BOTHERING ME. 1 
STEPBROTHER ISN’T HYA 



I’lL HAVE TO SEE^ HOIO IT.' HAVEA 
JHAT FOR MYSELF !J YUH SOT A SEARCH 
WARRANT?^! 



^^DON'TWORRV) 

. fS^ C D rI , K^f N > H0PflL0NS -'< 

•SO VINCE CAN’T <" WE’LL 
SNEAK OUT WHILE) surround THf 
L. I GO FOR THE f PLACE ' VINCE 
Jn^RR^ WOH'THRVIA 

I chance to get> 

I r-<Tl*g— C past us.' y^ - 



SflLL RIGHT, I’lL GO GET A SEARCH 
WARRANT 'YOU’RE NOT HEIPINS > 
• YOUR STEPBHOTHER.' YOU’RE 
JUST DELAYING HIS ARREST, V 1 
— —[THAT’S ALL JT"^ 



THEN YUH CAN’T COME IN. 1 
I KNOW MY RI6HTS.’I RUN 
A AESPECTABLE BOARDING- 
HOUSE AND NO LAWDOGCAN 
to COME BUSTING IN wK 
WHENEVER HE LIKES.' Ml 
















HOPALONG CASSIDY 




■H0PAL0N6 RIDES BUCK TO HIS Off ICE TO FILL. OUT THE 



' YEAH BUT HE ONLY SUSPECTED ME — THEY'VE SOT 7— 
.THE GOODS ON YUH/BESIDES.I’M IN THE DRIVER’S SEAT/ 
(TOUGH UP ALL THE MONEY YUH WON CHEATING an 
ANO I'll GET YUH OUT OF THIS 



'SEARCH WARRANT.. 



I OUGHT TO TELL YUH 
THIS, VINCE I PON* T 
AIM TO HELP YUH f' 
nFER NOTHING </ 



TELL ME HOW AND YUH CAN HAVE / 

EVERY CENT I SOT.' WITH THAT POSSE l 
OUTSIPE, I CAN’T MAKE A RUN FER IT 

AND WHEN CASSIDY COMES BACK , ' 

WITH THAT SEARCH WARRANT, 

YUH’LL HAVE TO; 

LET HIM IN/ r-' SURE.' BUT HE WON’T, 
FIND YUH-NOT IN A Sf 
^^ES^^-uNORED >MBS V 



( WAIT/ HOW 'BOUT YORe\ ONE BOARDER - 
> BOARDERS ? DO YUH OPINE \ NOW AND HE'S 
' ANY OF THEM ARE AWAKE J SO OLD ANDSICI 
AND WILL TELL HOPALONG < HE CAN’T GET OL 
l THAT THEY SAW ME. HYARIy OF BED/ YUH’VE 
II liBWh 1 I" I Tl GOT NOTHING TC 

V V ^jffi^MjSJLwORRY ABOUT/ 



THAT CLOSET/ 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




ALL yliH HAVE ]C 



HEBE'S THE WASRANT.' 



BUT VUH’LL JUST’ 
WASTE yORE TIME/ 



Cpojnt out the room/ I’d like toS 
TAKE A LOOK TO MAKE SURE yOUR ■* 
STEPBROTHER ISN’T IN THERE.' AND 
JUST IN CASE HE IS I’M KEEPING MX ' 
^ ^SIX-GUNS HANDY/, 



JUST ONE, A VERY -ST 
\ OLD, SICK HOMBREi; 
>} HIGBY’S HIS -urf 
~*n handle i 



• MOP ft LONG LOOMS IN WE OLD 
’CMS ROOM.. 



— — . THE ONLY! 

.HE’S NOT INTHERE.'ONE GOOD) THING'S 
i, I DIDN'T WAKE UP THE OLD ] yUH’LL FIND 
W.' NOW I’LL SEARCH THE J IS THAT 

OF YOUR S=^- yUH’VE MADE 

IUSE irW^. O f t* FOOL OF „ 
r— V yORESELF/J 



VTHIS IS JUST ANOTHER^,* ( SNIFF/) ■ 
EMPTY ROOM.'NOBODVS) C SNIFF!) 

. LIVED IN IT FER r — < I SMELL 4 
^—.WEEKS' Y CIGARETTE. 



E LOOK AT THAT CIGARETTE BUTT.'; 
SOMEONE’S BEEN SMOKING j — - 
I IN HERE RECENTLY .' IT j*— 

MUST HAVE SEEN -J>, , AM ■ 
Tip— v VINCE /JT 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




ha /if cassidy oni 

HOW CLOSE ME 151 



AND THAT CLOSET’S AS GOOD A PLACE 
; AS ANY AROUND HERE IN WHICH TO f, 
-Y-rr_ HIDf 'fVBTA 



I VINCE 



I^THEN how come 
THERE’S AN AROMA OF 
|T CISARETTE SMOKE f 
»MlN HERE? ^ 



POSITIVE . 



THERE’S ONLY ONE LOGICAL ANSWER - 



f I KNOW HE’S LYING.' HE DOESN’T'— n 
t SMOKE.' VINCE WAS IN HERE A SHORT S 
' WHILE AGO. 1 I’M POSITIVE OF THAT.' BUT < 
.WHERE’S HE NOW?I’VE LOOKED AlLOVERj 
HOUSE FOR HIM.y 



JEETER HUDKINS BUILT THIS HOUSE AND 
LIVED IN IT FOR THIRTY YEARS BEFORE / 
HE SOLD IT.' HE’D CERTAINLY KNOW IF J 
THERE WERE ANY SECRET ROOMS OR i 
HIDING PLACES AROUND HERE .' HE’S 5 
LIVING IN ARID VALLEY NOW.' I’LL J 
RIDE OVER AND ASK HIM .' 



I THERE MUST BE A SECRET ROOM IN THE j 
> HOUSE.' WELL, I’LL FIND IT IF I HAVE TO S 
?TAKE THIS BOARDINGHOUSE APART WALL ‘ 
. BY WALL .’ WAIT' THERE’S A SIMPLER X 
WflV 0F ;> 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




<vmn easy, men/i’ll stake myX 
BOOSE ON HIS BEING IN THERE.' JUST BE 

PATIENT AND STONP GUARD j 

QUNTIL I COME ^ 



TOIN’T TIME TO LAUGH VET/ 
THAT POSSE’S STILL OUTSIDE.' 
( HOW AM I GOING TO GET> 
XAWAY FROM HyARP^T 



T’LL PROBABLY BE MORNING) DON’T WORRY ABOUT US, 
BEFORE I RETURN.’ TAKE J HOPALONG.' IF VINCE IS II 
■■TURNS SLEEPING/ A. THAR NOW, HE’LL STILL BE 



HA.'HA.'YUH SHOULD HAVE A 
SEEN CASSIDY’S FACE WHEN. 
HE COULDN’T FIND YUH//-f 



FIGURED THAT' 



ceeonmy. 

ostHoamyk 



OUT YET.' WE’LL HAVE 
TO— HUH? JBEPEHS.' 
THAT’S OLD MAN 
HIGBY GROANING! !.( 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




foA FEW MOMENTS. 



(GROOM) I FEEL AWFUL J 



• I'LL GO.' THIS MAYBE * 
A TRICK SO THE REST OF 
YUH KEEP BOTH EYES ^ 
WIDE OPEN M 



► LISTEN.' ONE OF YUH MEN 
GOGETADOCTOR/MY 
BOARDER, OLD MAN HIGBY, . 
e pyms. 1 ,"^ 



THE DOCTOR JUST LEFT, 
VlNCB.'THB OLD CODGER 
KICKED THE BUCKET.' ^ 
THAT’S A BREAK rp'V 
• tHRYUH. 1 // 



HE’S DEAD.' DOESN’T HAVE ANT. 1 

yOU’D BETTER ] BUT HE LEFT ENOUGH 
NOTIFY HIS KIN / MONEY WITH ME TO < 
SO THEY CAN / BURY HIM, SO I’LL 
BURY HIM/ATOKE CARE OF THAT/, 



A BREAK 
FER ME?,, 



*HOP7LY OFTCR .../ IT 



I DON’T LIKE RIDDLES.' 
3 MAKE SENSE.' r— ; 



MAYBE SO, BUT 2- 
HOPALONG TOLD US 
>TO WAIT HYAR AND 
4 WE DO WHAT 

he smsjWt 



'ORDER A COFFIN 3 FER 1 OLD^MAN MGBY 
yu^CRIT^ERS^fiKFKL^SR^RNSINO^ 



I’LL GO TO THE 
UNDERTAKER 



■ AROUND 
3LY ACROSS 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




I PON’T LIKE TO SAY IT, BUT THIS 
IS ONE TIME I THINK HOPALONG J 
MAPI A MISTAKE.' ji. m. -i- y rg S 



I ME, TOO.' IF VINCE WERE IN T I DON’T OPINE VINCE EVER 
THE HOUSE LIKE CASSIDY SAYS J WENT INTO THIS HOUSEi HE, 
.HE’D HAVE FOUND HIM.' jTT-^PROBABiy JUST SWITCHED ’ 
^ \H0RSES AND KEPT COINGi^j 



• IF THAT’S THE CASE. BY NOW 
WE CAN KISS OUR CHANCES OF ■ 
EVER CATCHINS HIM GOODBYE.' 



JONATHAN HIGBY ) EXTRA 

just died; build ' 

AN EXTRA LARGE 4 
IND DEEP COFFIN; 



POOR HIGBY WAS 
v A LITTLE 
HOMBREjJJ 



kfifJWHILE, IfJ ARID VALLEY* 



' O PS IN THE CLOSE TJ. -T~ 

OF THE UPSTAIRS^ THE \l 
[ BEDROOM ON THE ) CLOSET/ V 
> NORTH SIDE.' THE < SO THAT'S' 

REAR CLOSET WALL 1 IT.' , 

.SLIDES OPEN AND /7- — 

If AOS TO A >■ Dots') 



' THANKS, HUDKINS.' <, 
THAT’S ALL X WANTED , 
feiTO FIND OLTrW 



W -.UkH I 10 WAKE YOU IN THE-MIDDLI 
r 7HE NIGHT, 'HUDKINS, BUT I SUSPECT A 
►MURDERER IS HIDING OUT SOMEWHERE I 
YOUR OLD HOUSEI ARE THERE ANYjm 
^SECRET ROOMS THERr’r— 



THERE IS , 

» ONEf/, 



i § ^ v ^ c 


w 




iM 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




ffTIS/HRem MORNING WEN HOPALON5 SITS BKK! 



ARE you SURE HE DIED? T 
•vSOME KIND OF TRICK) 



THEY'RE CARRYING OUT ' 
\ THE COFFIN NOW) ^ 



TIRE YUhK/ TAIN’i 
OUT OF VORE ) DECENT*) 

■ mind, 

SHERIF f?J^ JL I 



I I FEEL THE SAME WAY »U DO, BUT. 
THERE ARE MANY UNPLEASANT tT/ 
THINGS A SHERIFF HAS TO DO IN VlJ/ 
sJHE LINE OF HIS DUTY' ;/' - fl 1 1 



S IT'S POOR HIGBY, A. 
WRONG) BUT FOR A l 
* CERTAINLY & A HUG 
rVafrr MAKE 



/ TH/S MEANS HE’S STILL HIDING V 
IN THAT SECRET ROOM) HE MUST. 
1 FIND IT MIGHTY CONFINING, BUT ■ 
I’M GOING TO PUT HIM AWAY IN . 
A PLACE THAT’S EVEN MORE 
» CONFINING - A PRISON CELL) J ( 



i Call right.' 
Y GO AHEAD.' I 
/ HAD TO MAKE 
» SURE OF ^ 
SOME THING/JH 



HIDING IN THERE.' 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




WARRANT, I CAN’T STOF/UH/I 
BUT 2 CAN TELL YUH RIGHT / 
NOW WHAT YUH’LL FIND-V 



r ACCORDING ' 
WALL— AH, IT 



£l»VE GOT YOU * 
COVERED, VINCE/ 
COME ON OUT/ 



I DON’T UNDERSTAND/ THAT’S THE 
ONLY PLACE HE COULD HAVE BEEN 
HIDING UNLESS HE SNEAKED AWAY ‘ 
during The night while all that . 

FUSS WAS GOING ON ABOUT HIGBY/ 



BUT THE ONLY FACTS THERE 
WERE POINTED TO HIS BEING; 
IN THE BOARDINGHOUSE!^^ 



JOMeWTS LATER. 



■ ! NO, HOPALONG/ WE WERE 

WATCHING THE HOUSE FROM ALL SIDES S 

~T DURING THE HIGHT. 1 VINCE i <1 i 

ft — I COULDN'T HAVE GOTTEN / 

THROUGH 



DOESN’T 
' MAKE 




HOPALONG CASSIDY 




I RECKON WE OUGHTTOGD 
BACK AND BURY HIM/ WHAT 
DO VUH SAV, FELLOWS, SHOULD 
WE CHIP IN AND SET HIM A 
BIG COFFIN LIKE RIGBY'S?, 



A BIG COFFH! 
THAT'S IT.' THAT'S 
TTHE ANSWER//C 



WHATDOYUH 

7 MEAN? rT 



. IT'S JUST AN IDEA THAT CAME INTO 
MY MIND.' YOU FELLOWS GO BACK INTO 
.TOWN .' AND DON'T FRET.' I’LL KEEP < 
' LOOKING FOR VINCE UNTIL I CATCH 
VHIM and bring him to justice-/ 



' IF My HUNCH IS RIGHT, VINCE WAS IN 
THE COFFIN WHEN I LOOKED IN IT BEFORE- 
BUT UNPERNEATH HIGBV’S BODY/ 



I REMEMBER NOW THAT I THOUGHT; 
IT STRANGE THAT FRANK SHOULD 
HAVE ORDERED SUCH A BIG, DEEP S 
COFFIN FOR A LITTLE MAN LIKE y-' 
HIGBX BUT I DIDN’T FIGURE OUT 
WHY— UNTIL NOW. 1 



BWMMEV. 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




TAKE IT EASY.' YUH 
DON'T WANT THE 
UNDERTAKER TO f 
HEAR Vm_/ 



ALL RIGHT/ BUT IT'S GOOD TO SET OUT JM 
OF THAT WOODEN KIMONO.' IT'S NOT 
PLEASANT TO LIE IN A COFFIN— ESPECIALLY 
WITH A DEAD HOMBRE ON TOP OF YUH. 1 ^ 



RECKON NOT, BUT IT SOT ) YEAH, BUT I THOUGHT MY 
YUH OUT OF THE HOUSE --<4 OOOSE WAS COOKED WHEN 
RIGHT UNDER THE NOSES ) ( HOPALONG INSISTED ON 
OF CASSIDY AND THE LOOKING IN' 

POSSE, DIDN'T IT? 



I WASN'T WORRIED.' I FIGURED HE ' 
ONLY WANTED TO MAKE SURE THAT, 
IT WAS HIGBY IN IT— NOT YUH/ X, 
I KNEW HE'D NEVER THINK THAT ) 
YUH MIGHT BE ON THE BOTTOM 
UNDER THAT BLACK VELVET 
COVERING/. LIP y/flE’i 



TO THE RAILROAD TRACKS) THE BRUSH TILL 
■ NOW.' GET READY TO X A TRAIN PASSES, ) 
JUMP/ AND REMEMBER) CLIMB ON, AND THEN S, 
-WHAT I TOLD IMlr^ I'LL BE SCOT FREE/ NOW 
J^MM^^^^PEEK OUT TO MAKE SURE V 



(GtiiPir 

r THAR’S < 
HOPALONG') 



THERE'S! 
THE WAGON . 
UP AHEAD/; 



WAIT/ I HAVE AN IDEA.' 
YO’RE' GOING TO JUMP OFF 
RAND MAKE A RUN FER IT' 



35»TWAT’S NO GOOD A-L 1 
HOPALONG MUST HAVE 
, CAUGHT ONTO EVERYTHING/ 
OTHERWISE HE’D NEVER BF 
RIDING AFTER THIS WAGON' 

> I’VE GOT TO THINK OF 

» SOMETHING FAST/ ("T; 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




THAT'S YORE TOUGH LUCK.' NOW I’M IN 
THE DRIVER'S SEAT.' EITHER 00 WHAT 1 
SAY, OR I’LL PRILL YUH 
RIGHT NOW AND YUH’LL 
BE BURIED AT THE 
SAME TIME AS 



) (.GULP!?) 

' RECKON 1 x 
GOT NO CHOICE.’ 



HE’S RUNNING INTO THE WOODS' BUT HE 
WON'T GET AWAY! AFTER I CATCH HIM, 
I’ll PICK UP HIS STEPBROTHER, FRANK, 
AND LOCK HIM UP FOR SHIELDING AND , 
TRYING TO HELP A MURDERER 
— ESCflPE - 



THERE HE IS, UP AHEAD.’ 

■ I’D BETTER GO ON FOOT - 
FROM HERE ON, TOPPER.’ 



I’D BETTER MAKE SURE *■* 
I DON’T MISS’ NOBODY EVER , 
GETS A SECOND SHOT *_/■ 
AT HOPALONG.’ 



WHAT THE 
THBT’S NOT VINCE.’ 
> IT’S FRANK.’ 
WHAT’S GOING OF 



HOPALONG DISMOUNTS, 
I’LL GET A BEAD ON 
HIM AND PUT A HOIE < 
• THROUGH THE BACK 
OF HIS SKULL’ J 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




( <5UIP!). 



B lur VINCE UNDEPES T/MP7ES 
UOPWN&S USHTNINC 

AEFIEXES! . — 

; — — ^ PHEW.' ’—n 

. THAT VMS A CLOSE ONI! ? 

I CODED FEEL THE BULLET J 
NICKING THE TCP OF My rj*? 
HAT AS IT WENT BY.' ■ 



' IT’S VINCE.' AND < HW SPOTTED ME/ BUT IT 
i ABOUT TO SQUEEZE / WON'T MAKE ANY DIFFER- 
•HAT TRIGGER / ENCE/ THAR’S NO TIME FER 
_ — . ~ HIM TO GET OUT OF THE WAY 

fcptf OF THIS BULLET/ 



THE ONLY REASON FOR FRANK ■ 
JUMPING OUT OF THE WAGON-* 
WAS TO SET UP THIS TRAP jd 
FOR ME --AND I ALMOST 
FELL INTO IT, TOOJy^r' lrl 



(GUlP/PA 

I'D BETTER * 
TRY TO MAKE j 
A RUN FER IT/, 



HOPALONG’S FORGOTTEN ABOUT ME/ . 
I CAN TAKE HIM BY SURPRISE 
■_ AND KNOCK HIM COLD WHILE f*. 
HE'S BEATING UP VINCE/ J* 



•THIS 15 MY CHANCE TO 
GET EVEN WITH CASSIDY I 
STOPPING ME FROM PULl 
-.THAT GOLD TRAIN JOB/ 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




THANKS, FRANK/ VO’RE A LIFESAVER/ * 
ME SURE WAS GIVING ME A GOING OVER/ 
IF yun HADN'T COME TO MV HELP, , 

THE JIG WOULD HAVE 

BEEN UP FER ME/ / /Afeg 



'INSTEAD, 
THE JIG’S UP 
V FER HIM — 



STEP ASIDE, FRANK, 
AND WATCH ME DRIL 

TOUGH* HEAD OF HIS I 



IT’LL BE 4 
A PLEASURE 
TO SEE IT/ - 



JOF NOPAIONG'S GREAT 
STRENGTH AND YEARS OF Cl E AN 
S ENABLE HIM TO RECOVER 



(UIP!) HE’S 
PY COME TO/, 



FELL OUT OF 



YOU BOYS PUT ON 
1 A PRETTY GOOD v 
BROTHER ACT/ £2 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




BUT I'M 60ING TO PUf 
AN END TO yOUR > 
PERFORMANCE T 
.BIGHT NOW^y 



AND THIS TIME I'M GOING 
TO MAKE SURE THERE WON 1 ' 
PT BE AUY ENCORES/ — 



AND NOW FDR YOUR CURTAIN CALLS — 
each'df you bx yourself; you first, 
vince; you’RE the main attraction 

ABOUND HERE 



TEX RITTER 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




I SPEED 
DEMON 



f OH, THERE HE IS! 75*, 7SKILOOK 
1 AT HIM WALK .'COMPARED TO HIM, 
A TURTLE LOOKS LIKE A GREYHOUND . 
, IF HE’D WALK ANY 5L0WER, HE’D , 
t-. BE GOING BACKWARDS / f 



HOWDY, PISTOL PACKING PATTIE 
I CAME BACK POWERFUL FAST, 

, DIDN’T I ? Y* 



FAST.’, 



S SHORE IS HEAVY/ 
:R, ITS ALMOST A 
i THE HOTEL.' THIS 



‘HOW 'BOUT LETTING 
ME CARRY YOUR *_»< 
VALISE FER YUH, V[' 
MISTER T 



Keepers, i 

LISTEN, Mis 
HALF MILE 



SEVENTY- FIVE 
-I CENTS/ • 



/IF YUH OPINE I'M GOING TO DO 
ALL THIS WORK FER. ONLY SIXTY 
CENTS, YORE LOCO -I'M 60IN& 
TO CARRY IT BACK 
f TO THE DEPOT/ 



' SHORF WAS 



VALISE : 



W--;' WORK/ LET'S • 
HAVE THAT SEVENTY- 
i FIVE CENTS/ j-r— <t 



■ — , „««- .N CHANCE 
IS SIXTY CENTS.' HOW 
BOUT TAKING THAT? 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




c Cf5iSfl*S 

zftiwy' 



> JEEPERS. 1 1 SURE FEEL' 
'GOOD! I JUST (SOT MY . 
PAY AND I HAVE THE < 
REST OF THE DAY OFF— ) 
HUH? WHAT’S THAT.' S , 
• WHY, IT’S A CROW ^ 
CAUGHT IN THE 8RANCHE5 
'~r OF THAT TREE ^ jg 



BIRPSOFAFEATOER 



THE POOR BIRD CAN’T 7 
> GET LOOSE / I’M NOT ^ 
GOING TO LET HIM SUFFER. 
I’M (JOINS TO CLIMB UP , 
' AND SET HIM FREE 



■CAW.'ci; 



£ (PUFF, PUFF) ^ 
THIS SURE IS A TALL 
.TREE/ I RECKON 
I’M A LITTLE OUT ) 
OF PRACTICE IN 7 
J CLIMBING.' .<T i 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




(GJHW!) it's yore' 
MULT, YUM DUMB < 
CROW. 1 ON ACCOUNT 
OF YUH X TORE MY J 
BEST PAIR OF , — 

-r PANTS 



H6PM!) i 
.OUGHT TO PUNCH < 
f YUH RIGHT IN YORE ' 
L KM~(6i/lP.O. 
Il’M FALLNS.'^ 



(CROHN) WHAT A FOOL. 'I TOOK BOTH MY HANDS 

, OFF THE TREE TO SHAKE MY FI5TS AT THAT. 

t DANS BLASTED BIRD.' NO WONDER mgM 
I FELL !r — — 13BM 



AW, WHAT’S THE MATTER 
WITH ME? THAT POOR BIRD 
• IS CAPTIVE UP THAR AND 
I’M ABUSING HIM.' I’M A 
, GOINS TO SET HIM FREE J 
LIKE I STARTED OUT , — 
r TO DO! I 



YUH MISERABLE CROW.' 
ON ACCOUNT OF YUH X 
RIPPED MY PANTS AND 
SHOOK UP EVERY BONE 
IN MY BODY.' I OUGHT ■ 
TO TAKE MY SHOTGUN 
AND— 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




CAW.'C/) w} 



AWAY WITHOUT EVEN THANKING ME ? 
, HE SHOULD HAVE AT LEAST LET ME 1 
KNOW HE APPRECIATED WHAT I 
*010 PER HIM. 1 WELL. THAT'S 
mm GRATITUDE. 1 jMgflB 



Fone second now 
AND YUH'LL BE AS FREE 
_AS EVER/ THARi THAT 
Abb DOES IT.'jmM 



(PUFF, PUFF) PHEW jag 
THIS CLIMBING IS 
SETTING TO BE HARD * 
WORK FER ME.' I RECKON 
I’M A CHUMP TO GO TO , 
ALL THIS BOTHER FER < 
A CROW, BUT X OPINE ) 
I'M SOFT-HEARTED.' ^ 



FTVE WASTED ENOUGH TIME! 4j‘ 
I WANT TO GET TO TOWN BEFORE A 

> THE BANK CLOSES SOI CAN DEPOSIT) 
SOME OF MY PAY THAR 'I DON’T <T 
WANT TO CARRY ALL THIS MONEY ) 

> AROUND! IT WOULD BREAK MY 
HEART IF SOME SIDEWINDER ) 

.WOULD HOLD ME UP AND ' 

{STEAL IT FROM ME.' I 



(GuLpJ)l 
pi bandit; 



■CCKOf)N/)\ 

MY PAY — > 
• WE’RE GOING TO 
PART COMPANY 4 
BEFORE WE EVEN 
BECAME GOOD, 
> v '~— ^FRIENDS'] 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




ft/T AT THAT, 
MOMENT--/ 



' WHAT THts—JEEPERS. 1 
IT'S THE CROW I SAVED.' 
, HE CAME BACK TO _r— ' ■ 
' SAVE ME.' J 



LET HIM ALOME, CHUM J I HAVE 
HIM UNDER CONTROL! NOW, VUH 
NO-GOOD COYOTE, GIVE ME > 
7 BACK My MONEY/ i — 



THIS IS MY ■ 
CHANCE TO ■ 
GRAB THE . 
SHOOTING • 



I REACH 



FROM ME; 



SO LONG, PAL /THANKS FER ^ 
EVERYTHING.' IF I CAN EVER HELP 
* YUH AGAIN, JUST FLY BACK/ S 
WHITEY WHISKERS WILL 
• — . ALWAYS REMAIN TORE ) 

L_ GOOD FRIEND »/ 



THANKS TO YUH, THAT 
BUSHWACKER IS IN JAIL AND 
I STILL HAVE MY PAY/ <" 
, YUH SURE SHOWED YORE ) 
APPRECIATION FER MY J 
HELPING YUH 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




FEEL LIKE GOINS? T YUP?I 



GOOD 

hWn r s! 



can vuh get your shotgun 

AND MEET ME IN FRONT OF MV 
^ SHACK IN FIV E MINUTES ^— ■ — j 

/ Tyopj 



PANQBUA5T I TV CAM' 

VUH SAy ANYTHING 
but yup? 



(GASP)/// 



HOWPY PETE/ ) s 
DIP YUH HEAR Y ( 
'BOOT THE A 
SENSATIONAL 
STUNT I PULLEP 

THE OTHER , * 

PAvr i — ^ 



Y UP/ I WAS RIPINS NEAR THE 
LAKE WHEN X FOUNI7 POOR 
<JIM SITTIN&. THAR WITHOUT A 
STITCH OF CLOTHES/ YOH SEE 
SOME NO- SOOP VARMINT ^ 
STOLE ALL HIS PUPS WHILE 1 
HE WAS IN 
SWIMMING.' 



YUP/ ANP POOR '-s/YeEPERS, 
TIM PIPN'T KNOW 1 WHAT 
HOW TO SET BACK a? PIP VUH 
TO TOWN WITHOUT )V CTO* 
HIS CLOTHES/ V v — i/— 
BUT I FIKEP H&J' 
THAT UP IN A 
HURRY/ 



YUH PON 1 1 
. SAV.O 




MOT AL0M9 CAStt* 




HE STAR *31 C/GNI * 
IS ISO TIMES AS 
LARGE AS THE SUN. 

True — Pal6e..... 






fD^?ONJA HENIE WON THE 
V WOMEN'S WORLP 
CHAMPIONSHIP IN FIGURE 
SKATING THREE TIMES. 

True Palse 



True Palse 
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Six-Gun Struggle 
( Continued from inside front cover ) 

"Well, you better high-tail it out to Pete's 
in the morning. Pete swears he won't fire a 
gun at a living soul. And Ruff Hilton's goin’ 
after him tomorrow to get the deed to his land 
and all that rusty iron junk he's got lyin' 
'round. 'Course Ruff wants to own the whole 
town so he can cash in on whatever gold is 
found hereabouts.'' The hotel manager heaved 
a sigh. “Any way you look at it, I guess Pete's 
bound to wind up dead." 

"I dunno about that," Joe Reilly said, 
scratching his chin. “Where's the telegraph 
office?" 

"You can send a telegram from inside the 
hotel," the other said and started walking in- 
side. “Anybody special you want to contact?" 

"Oh — just a couple of old friends," Joe 
replied nonchalantly. 

The next morning. Joe hitched up his mer- 
chandise wagon and. without bothering to stop 
in town to make any sales, hit the road for 
Pete Cajul's place outside town. Twenty min- 
utes later he rolled up to a high-walled en- 
closure. In the center stood a small house. On 
all sides was rusty, old iron junk. Just at the 
entrance to the enclosure — a gap about thirty 
feet wide — stood a tall pine. 

Joe flicked the reins and the horses pulled 
the wagon past the big lone pine sentinel at 
the enclosure gap. 

“Joe Reilly!" come a loud, hoarse voice. 

"Pete! Pete Cajul!" Joe leaped off his 
driver's seat and ran up to the short, grizzled 
man who lumbered out of the house. 

"Got the letter telling me you were coming 
just yesterday,” Pete said, pumping Joe's 
hand. Then his smile faded. 

“Hotel manager in Redrock told me all about 
Ruff Hilton," Joe said, nodding. “I know all 
about your trouble, Pete." 

A hard line appeared on Pete Cajul's lips. 

“Joe," he said, “I've got trouble, but ever 
since the war I swore I'd never fire a gun 
at a man again! I don't own a six-gun and I 
never will!” 

Joe glanced at the high-walled enclosure 
and Pete smiled. 

"ghat’s why I built this wall 'round my 
place. I figure nobody could bother me that 
way. I just wanted to be sure I’d really never 
have to fire a gun at a man!" 

"And Ruff Hilton?” Joe asked slowly. 

"Here he comes now," Pete said quietly. 
There was a sound of hoofbeats and Ruff Hil- 
ton, sided by six of his men, rode up. They 
hesitated for an instant at the gap in the en- 
closure, then galloped in. Ruff stared coldly 
at the merchandise salesman, then, ignoring 
him, turned to Pete and roared, “You ready 



to turn over your land for a decent price, 
Pete?" 

“What you're willin' to give ain’t decent,” 
Pete said. 

Ruff Hilton went purple. He drew a six- 
gun and glanced around at his men. They ad- 
vanced on Pete. 

Abruptly, Joe Reilly laughed. He was star- 
ing out toward the Redrock road. Ruff paused, 
again purpling. Another sound made him look 
up. From the Redrock road came a thunder 
of horses, and flashes of blue uniforms. 

"Well, I’ll be . , ." Pete Cajul exclaimed. 

"It's the 202nd Mounted Artillery!” Joe 
Reilly cried. “Our old company. I passed 'em 
on maneuvers yesterday. So when I knew even 
the Territorial Governor was helpless, I tele- 
graphed their Colonel, told him an old recruit 
and his town was in trouble — from Ruff 
Hilton!" He paused, as Hilton and his gang 
wheeled to see the blue-clad mounted ranks 
sweeping up. "But, Pete!" Joe continued, 
“We've got to stop this gang from gettin' 
away!" His hand fell toward his six-gun. “I’ve 
only got one shootin' iron, and you . . .” 

But Pete Cajul was already running toward 
his masses of rusty old iron junk, toward what 
looked like a length of iron stove-pipe mount- 
ed on a swivel and with a handle at one end. 
He swung it around and started to crank the 
handle just as Hilton and his gang dashed 
toward the gap in the enclosure in an effort 
to escape. 

A fountain of fire erupted with a sharp, stac- 
cato bark — from the mouth of the rusty old 
piece of iron. But it wasn't directed at Hilton. 
With flaming tongue it struck at the base of 
the pine tree, the many bullets fired from the 
gun's dozen rifle-sized barrels with machine- 
gun speed eating it away like acid. Abruptly 
the pine toppled. It fell athwart both ends of 
the enclosure. The Hilton gang, riding full 
tilt outward, crashed right into it with a shock. 
Before they could recover, the 202nd was sur- 
rounding the enclosure. 

Pete grinned at the thunderstruck Joe 
Reilly, who was staring at the mass of rustv 
old iron. 

"Guess you haven't seen one of these since 
1866 when we were demobilized, Joe,” he said. 
“It's a Gatling gun. I saved it for a souvenir. 
I thought I might hammer it into a plowshare 
someday. But I never had time.” 

■J|ETE CAJUL smiled and patted the old 
MT gun. “I swore I'd never fire any gun at 
a man." He paused and looked at the Hilton 
gang, being tied-up by the soldiers of the 
202nd. Then he looked at the pine. "But that 
didn't include a tree!” 



THE END 
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